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Following  the  death  of  an  old  bird, 
a  little  bird  hears  beautiful  music. 
The  little  bird  asks,  "Where  does 
that  beautiful  music  come  from?" 
And  through  the  answer  the  little 
bird  learns  how  each  generation 
leaves  something  of  itself  behind 
for  the  generations  that  follow. 

THE  BIRD'S  LAST  SONG  is  an 
unusual  story  about  life  and  death. 
Strong,  sensitive  woodcuts  add 
visual  impact  to  the  poetic  words, 
so  that  this  little  book  is  one  that 
will  be  long  remembered. 
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SUMMARY:  As  the  old  birds  die  in  winter,  their  last 

song  freezes  in  the  winter  air,  only  to  thaw  in  spring, 

welcoming  the  birds  returning  from  the  south. 
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It  was  winter, 
and  it  was  icy  cold. 
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An  old  bird 
huddled  against 
a  tree  trunk. 
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The  old  bird 
would  have  liked 
to  fly  to  a  nice, 
warm  place; 
but  he  was  too  old 
and  too  sick 
to  fly. 
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That  was  why 
the  old  bird 
had  not  flown  south 
this  winter  with  all 
the  other  birds . 
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That  was  why 

he  was  here 

all  alone. 

But  no  matter; 

he  would  try 

to  forget 

his  troubles 

and  he  would  sing. 

He  could 

still  remember 

\  what  happened 

long  ago. 
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He  was  young 

when  it  happened, 

and  was  returning 

from  his  first 

winter  journey 

with  his  father. 


As  they  landed, 

music  filled  the  air. 

It  was  the  sound 

of  many  birds 

chirping  and  singing. 
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He  had  turned  to  his 
father  to  ask  where 

all  those 

sounds  came  from. 

His  father  said, 


"Those  are  the  frozen        ' 

i 

sounds  of  dying  birds,      ,  | 
each  bird's  last  song, 
thawing  in  the  spring  sun. 
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So  now, 

sitting  alone, 

the  old  bird 

opened  his  beak 

and  chirped. 

No  living  creature 

could  hear  him. 

Yet  he  chirped 

on  and  on, 

singing  his  song. 
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The  sound 

of  his  singing 

seemed  to  freeze 

in  the  air. 

But  he  kept  on 

with  his  tune 


vs^ 


until  he  fell  dead, 
his  beak  frozen  open. 


*# 


When  spring  came, 

the  birds  returned 

from  their  winter  journey . 


And  they  heard 
music  in  the  air 
all  around  the  tree. 


h 


I 


( 


t 


> 


n 


4 


> 


I  / 


> 


M 


ft, 


»/ 


* 


l> 


t 


I 


I! 


fl 


^ 


i 


X 


/ 


), 


It 


.A 


i 


w 


A  little  bird 
turned  to  his  father 

and  asked, 

"Father,  where  does 

that  beautiful  music 

come  from?" 

And  the  little  bird's 

father  replied, 


"These  are 

the  frozen  sounds 

of  a  dying  bird, 

his  last  song, 

thawing  in 

the  spring  sun." 
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